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Rodrigo Granda, known as 
Phaneinthymos, encapsulates a blend of 
diverse passions and pursuits, 


. embodying the roles of a bibliophile, 


digital artist, creative writer, and 
transhumanist. Here’s an expanded 
look at these aspects of his identity: 


Bibliophile: Rodrigo Granda's deep love 
for books and literature reflects a 
commitment to intellectual growth and 
a perpetual quest for knowledge. This 
passion not only enriches his personal 
life but also profoundly influences his 
creative outputs, providing a wealth of 
inspiration and a deep well of ideas 
drawn from various literary genres and 
traditions. 


Digital Artist: As a digital artist, Granda 
explores the intersection of technology 
and art, utilizing modern tools to create 
visually compelling works. His artistry 
likely spans various forms, including 
digital paintings, illustrations, and 
possibly multimedia projects. This role 
allows him to express his creativity in 
ways that are contemporary and 
innovative, pushing the boundaries of 
traditional art forms. 


nda, known as Phaneinthymos, 
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"When Consciousness Sleeps: A Coma 


Clinically, a person is considered to be ina 
vegetative state when they remain in a coma for 
more than five weeks. I was a day away from 
becoming one. The year is 2016. The setting: an 
attic bedroom in a rehabilitation hospital in 
Mexico City. The time: between 4 AM and dawn. 
The low ceiling slopes towards the floor. There's 
a skylight and a window set deep in the wall. A 
wide door for the hospital bed occupies the 
center of the room. High-tech medical 
equipment is on the left, a balance scale hangs 
from the wall to the right of the window, a 
rolling table is on the left, a desk witha 
computer on the left, a trunk with surgical 
gowns and sheets on the right, and a visitor's 
chair at the foot of the bed. The hospital room is 
in disarray, the dim light from the open window 
revealing the winter wind blowing the curtains. 


I find myself weakly lying in bed, dizzy, hungry, 
and tangled in tubes and wires. I don't know if 
I'm asleep, as I seem to be softly snoring. I'm 
wearing a blue gown, but no underwear or 
pajamas. I'm not particularly handsome, but I'd 
like to see my reflection. I'm of a strong build, 
and this isn't my first time in intensive care, but 
I can't remember anything after the first 
gunshot. I heard voices saying, ‘According to his 
ID, he just turned 40." 


Humans tend to associate types of memories 
with different periods of time. Short-term 
memories last from seconds to hours, while 
long-term memories last for years. The sound of 
high heels echoed in the hallway, reminiscent of 
a streetwalker returning home at night, making 
it inevitable to feel withdrawal symptoms. A cat 
with pristine black and white fur in the window 
brought back my first memory of “Princesa 
de Bariloche”: 


Vivienne enters and lights a candle on the 
television cabinet we use asa table; the 
boarding house where I live has been stealing 
electricity, and it has been cut off. Vivienne is a 
girl barely in her twenties, a rare combination 
of a melancholic appearance with the defiant 
face of an addict without a dose. 


RODRIGO: Vivienne, how are you? 


VIVIENNE: I didn’t want to wake you. Go back to 
sleep. 


RODRIGO: I haven’t slept. What time is it? 
[Takes off her coat. ] 
VIVIENNE: Around four in the morning. 


RODRIGO: You’re home very early. [Takes off 
her stiletto platform boots. ] 


VIVIENNE: I had to walk from the “narcotienda”. 


RODRIGO: Which one? 


VIVIENNE: Oh, very close by. I let a crowd of 
pilgrims to the “Basilica de Santa Maria de 
Guadalupe” jostle me around like a fool. [She 
sits on the mat where I am, on the floor.] And I 
didn’t have the sense to ask them to let me 
through. Goodness! You don’t realise how hot it 
gets with the millions who come to see the 
Virgen de Guadalupe. 


RODRIGO: Poor girl, so tall among all those 
short people. [She smiles. ] 


VIVIENNE: You should have the good taste to 
live in a less troublesome place; sometimes 
there’s not even gas here. But despite it all, ’m 
happy to arrive at your hovel. [Gently. ] 


RODRIGO: You didn’t bring anything, did you? 


VIVIENNE: Not a gram, Rodrigo. I don’t know 
what’s wrong with me. But even though I’m 
Jewish, I don’t want to get high while they’re 
singing 
“...La Guadalupana, 
la Guadalupana 
La Guadalupana bajo al Tepeyac...”. 


RODRIGO: For now, it’s better to sleep a little 
together. I can hardly tell whether it’s day or 
night anymore because of all the drugs. 


VIVIENNE: Of course, it’s perfectly fine. By 
tomorrow, there won’t be a trace of it. I 
shouldn’t have tried to go out those two days at 
the start of the week when I was feeling so bad. 
Everyone was afraid of me, and I felt like a leper. 


I lost control somehow, and now I can’t recover 
that feeling of cooking for you. My grandmother 
was right; I’m programmed to cook for a man, 
and if I don’t, he’ll treat me like a Whore. Will 
you still make love to me even if I don’t give you 
any drugs? 


RODRIGO: Hum. Right. [lies down behind me. ] 
Little woman, it all depends on yourself. If 
you're sure of yourself today you're lucky that 
I'll make love to you without asking for anything 
in return; if you're not, you're not. That's all. [of 
course she doesn't bring a single gram of cocaine, 
she buys 5 and up, I sniffed her out that night, 
into that crowd]. 


VIVIENNE: Poor kid. You've been here all night 
with withdrawal waiting for me? It's bad luck for 
you. I thought I'd go crazy tonight. I'm a nervous 
wreck. I thought this time I'd resist not looking 
for you and get some cash first to buy our fix. 
But are the drinks that perk me up somehow still 
in the fridge I gave you? 


RODRIGO: Yeah, but why don't you take off your 
clothes so we can start warming up? [Stands up 
and takes out an open beer to take a sip and start 
taking off his clothes]. 


VIVIENNE: Anyway, I want to be with you, I 
want to feel your semen boiling inside me. 


RODRIGO: Wow, you leave me speechless, I can 
only say; Thank you! 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo, I wish you wouldn't say 
anything about my grooming, I decided to shave 
my vagina and get an enema so you have a clean 
sex Slave. [Starts undressing me.] 


RODRIGO: All right, Miss Wimmler. [Gets up to 
put my sleep pants on the television and light a 
cigarette with the candle.] Ordinary things, I 
shave your favourite sweet too, ehm? [Gets on 
his knees and puts the ashtray down.] 


VIVIENNE: No, never mind. I'm just nervous 
and irritable. Don't pay any attention to 
anything I tell you. If I don't get some money 
tomorrow I don't know what I'll do. It's terrible 
to be so dependent on something like a Black 
American Express card, that's what it is. I hope 
my father unlocks it tomorrow, otherwise we'll 
sell some of the jewellery I inherited. 


RODRIGO: Four days of punishment. It did you 
good, so you don't misspend. 


VIVIENNE: No, tonight is the fifth day, I don't 
remember. 


RODRIGO: Well, it's four days, isn't it? We 
finished the last party on Tuesday night. 


VIVIENNE: We did. I wouldn't have thought it 
could last that long. I don't know how you put up 
with being poor and a drug addict, Rodrigo, all 
night like that, doing nothing, without the 
slightest aspiration to be rich. 


RODRIGO: I've been away, I went to work. Don't 
worry about me. I can stand to do nothing for a 
while. 


VIVIENNE: I can't. [Picks up cigarette.] But I 
can't carry on as long as you can with the 
absenteeism syndrome. 


RODRIGO: I was doing it for a month or so 
before I started going to AA last summer. 


VIVIENNE: To think. I've only been able to do it 
for one day. I wonder what would have become 
of me if I hadn't found you. 


RODRIGO: What would have become of all those 
poor bastards who get knocked out by drugs and 
can't get back in the ring? I don't know. That's 
the problem with us, from a young age you're 
brought up with one idea, to fight against reality, 
and if something happens to you, you're in no 
condition to do anything else. Vivienne I predict 
that you'll only be twenty-four years old and 
you're finished. 


VIVIENNE: Mr Rodrigo, you make me feel so old. 
That's how you handle the tension as you do. 
Your erect member... You're as firm and strong 
as ever. Look at me, naked, and you get all hot 
and bothered. 


RODRIGO: Well, you make me horny, and since 
you let me have sex without a condom, I feel 
even more lustful than usual. 


VIVIENNE: I feel so old, tired, and disheartened, 
Rodrigo. If I didn’t have you, I don’t think I’d 
carry on. 


RODRIGO: My hard-on is only for you, see? 

VIVIENNE: I never thought you’d leave me 
satisfied. I love you too much, Rodrigo. I love 
you more than anyone ever will, even if you live 
a thousand years. We could be like this forever, 


just fornicating. 


RODRIGO: I don't think you’d last more than a 
day fornicating without stimulants. 


VIVIENNE: I should. But now only a baby 
connects us. A small, drug-addicted infant. 


RODRIGO: Eh? 

VIVIENNE: My love. I’m pregnant. 

RODRIGO: Pregnant? 

VIVIENNE: Yes. 

RODRIGO: Do you know the danger of a girl like 
you getting pregnant by a poor, drug-addicted 
guy like me? 

VIVIENNE: No. 


RODRIGO: You’ve just made me want to get high. 
[I stand up and move towards her coat.] 


VIVIENNE: I don’t care, it doesn’t matter, I'll 
have the baby, and you won’t know it. I'll send 
them to a school where they’! turn them into a 
good human being. 


RODRIGO: You'd better get me a good job so we 
can start a family. [I start searching the coat, 
she’s surely hidden the doses in the lining. ] 


VIVIENNE: Yes, sure! So you can have money 
and bring in the drug-addicted prostitutes who 
come looking for you. No, I told you no! 


RODRIGO: See how you don’t love me? You just 
lie to me. I’ve found the doses. 


VIVIENNE: Give them to me, please, your baby 
is hungry, they want it too... Do it for them! 


SCENE 2. 


An apartment on Ibarbourou Street. In the centre of the 
kitchen, there is a table set for tea for two. 


RODRIGO: Look, Vivienne, it's useless to talk; 
you must get married. There's nothing else to do. 


VIVIENNE: I'm perfectly fine as I am, Rodrigo. 


RODRIGO: You’re not entirely fine; you're 
mistaken. What are you but a high-risk 
pregnancy case? 


VIVIENNE: But you know I’m marrying a 
homosexual who only wants to increase his 
fortune! You’ve made things easier for him. 


RODRIGO: And when will that be? By then, 
you'll already be a proper woman. Besides, you 
could remarry, and where would our child be 
then? 


VIVIENNE: You’re not thinking about that, 
Rodrigo, are you? 


RODRIGO: I think of nothing else but your 
mother's death. She was only thirty-two, 
Vivienne, keep that in mind. I still fancy 
transgender women; damn it, I still do. I like 
them more than when I was eleven. Only when 
you reach my age do you understand the value of 
women, all women. 


VIVIENNE: Your transgender girlfriends are 
very useful; they could help take care of the baby 
while I go on a trip. I'll keep them in the same 
house. 


RODRIGO: They’re more than useful, Vivienne; 
keep that in mind. The formal wife of a man in 
society is more important to him than the rest of 
his lovers. I suppose that in this little piece of 
land, I have a breed of horns as good as those in 
the province of Galilee, and I wouldn't mind if 
they all had black feet if your mother could come 
back to see your pregnancy. 


VIVIENNE: We can’t do without their financial 
resources, Rodrigo. Look, today my belly looks 
bigger! I had all of your phallus inside me; I 
think you pushed the baby. 


RODRIGO: Later, you'll be able to get me a job, 
and I won't have anything to envy your husband 
for. 


VIVIENNE: He’s a good lad, and his boyfriend is 
very pleasant. 


RODRIGO: Yes, you could say so. I don’t see 
anyone like them walking around. If I didn’t 
have rheumatism in my shoulder, I’d marry 
them myself; ’ve always wanted to be a Jesuit 
priest and a marriage judge at the same time. 
They’re well-mannered lads, too. But that’s to be 
expected. That baby, whether it’s a girl or a boy, 
will have a wonderful mother. 


VIVIENNE: Their mothers are good women. 


RODRIGO: You’re a woman I greatly admire, I 
truly do. 


VIVIENNE: Youw’re the man I wish had been my 
father. 


RODRIGO: I'd be too young to have a nineteen- 
year-old daughter. I’m thirty-eight. 


VIVIENNE: And an attractive woman before she 
turns 24, my lord father. 


RODRIGO: You’re more than beautiful, Vivienne. 
Have you ever seen your pussy when it gets 
moist? 


VIVIENNE: You’re good company, too. I get 
along better with you than with my future 
husband. I’m a bit afraid of his boyfriend; he’s a 
bit odd. 


RODRIGO: You should never be afraid of a 
European gay couple whose grandparents are 
from the Middle East. 


VIVIENNE: Did you always treat Ximena like a 
woman, Rodrigo? If she was, you should never 
let the rest of your friends find out. 


RODRIGO: I’ve never had friends, only 
cisgender or transgender women who cross my 
path to perform alchemy. I like that you were 
never afraid of them. I mean... I prefer hunting 
alone; packs are for the weak. 


VIVIENNE: If I was afraid, I never said it. I lived 
in fear for eighteen years, and since you won me 
over, I haven’t known fear again. 


RODRIGO: I don’t know why, but when you’re 
around, I always feel terribly young and clumsy. 


VIVIENNE: Youw’re the Samaritan of prostitutes! 
Yowre the stallion of them all. 


RODRIGO: I know. But when you look at me 
with that half-smile of yours, you make me feel 
like a promiscuous fourteen-year-old boy. ’m 
always more at ease when I talk to the childlike 
part of the prey I’m about to devour. 


VIVIENNE: Ah, well, don’t get too comfortable 
with the mother of your last child. Although I 
know she won’t be the last, a fornicator like you 
will always find somewhere to spill his seed. 


RODRIGO: Vivienne, yow’re not thinking about... 
Kristina, are you? 


VIVIENNE: Kristina is a bit older for you, of 
course; but... I think she’s too old for you. 


RODRIGO: Old? Her age difference isn’t much 
compared to Valeria’s. It was lovely seeing 
Valeria leaving the hospital with her husband, 
the lawyer, and Sharon carrying the baby. 


VIVIENNE: I suppose so. But the older you get, 
the less you like babies? No matter, Sharon took 
the secret to her grave of who that child’s father 
was. I hope we get to see him someday. 
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Toxicomania, Subject, Phallic Enjoyment, 
Autoerotic Enjoyment 


VIVIENNE: Are we everything or nothing of 
what we are? 


RODRIGO: We are merely densities within 
space-time. 


VIVIENNE: Are we time travellers? 


RODRIGO: Of your time, of mine, of ours, and 
that of the rest of the cosmic travellers. 


VIVIENNE: But we were, and we existed... What 
happened in this pause? 


RODRIGO: We were the right people... with the 
wrong life! We are the most horrendous and 
happiest form conceived by original intelligence; 
it’s: ‘a was and a being in life, to throw us into 
the psychoactive paradise.’ 


VIVIENNE: In the new age of God, you can't 
have it all... I know it, and so do you! 


RODRIGO: There is no ‘all’ in an infinite 
universe; only the finite can embrace the whole. 


VIVIENNE: Are you my love for another life, or 
my love for another occasion? 


RODRIGO: You arrived unexpectedly, and yet it 
was too late... too late to recognise that you are a 
causality. 


VIVIENNE: I wouldn’t know if the fear that led 
me to you was merely a coincidence that you 
understood me better than anyone else. 


RODRIGO: Your scent was madness, and your 
glow was suffering. I never paid attention to 
your body, much less your face. 


VIVIENNE: And was there no carnal interest on 
your part, or did my appearance disgust you? 


RODRIGO: In fact, I observed you quite a bit. 
Being tall and slender, I had to raise my head to 
distinguish you, and look at the floor where your 
flat, tiny shoes confused me. That’s why I prefer 
being in bed; on the street, our height difference 
is far more evident than our economic chasm. 


VIVIENNE: I’ve always believed that everything 
is possible with the value of money, and that the 
impossible is love. It just takes a bit longer... 
Though that word will never come out of your 
mouth. 


RODRIGO: If you’re looking for someone who 
constantly speaks the conjugation of the verb ‘to 
love,’ look for them on Facebook; you’!1 find 
them there! 


ye) | 
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Personal Journey 


VIVIENNE: They drive you mad and give you 
peace. Why do you think that is, Rod? 


RODRIGO: Who are you talking about, Lucrecia? 


VIVIENNE: It seems to be made of everything... 
Just like you, Rod. 


RODRIGO: What or who, Lucrecia? 


VIVIENNE: The ghosts, the little green men, the 
"Shemale Draculas" who greeted us. 


RODRIGO: Your journey is personal, but thank 
you for sharing it. 


VIVIENNE: Then something happened, and a 
man came. A strange man, with an inner peace 
greater than his enormous belly. 


RODRIGO: Did he ask questions and try to calm 
them down? 


VIVIENNE: Yes! “Problems?” he asked. Help 
them, help us, share your peace from the 
*Baldacchino di San Pietro”. 


RODRIGO: Do you know anyone in trouble? 


VIVIENNE: All beings who don’t want to be 
happy, agreed! 


RODRIGO: Actually, not all humans are 
"BEINGS"; they are animals programmed to 
evolve in certain cycles. But not everyone 
succeeds. 


VIVIENNE: Striving to build a happy 
community, happy based on lies. When sadness 
is the only truth, and the truth is, I think, we’re 
running out of water because we’re making so 
much rubbish. 


RODRIGO: Yow’re getting yourself into a bad 
state, the water isn’t running out, it’s being 
privatised. Besides, you, more than anyone, 
know that. And if I remember correctly, your 
neighbour is Ted Turner. How many kilometres 
are there between Neuquén Province and San 
Carlos de Bariloche? 


VIVIENNE: I don’t know. You know everything 
about me, so much about me. I shouldn’t have 
let you into my bed. 


RODRIGO: Relax, Lucrecia, I know even less 
about what I’m asking you, but it’s no big deal. 
Actually, yes, something is happening, pass me 
your mirror, I fancy a hit of C17H21NO4! 
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Fire and Storm 


VIVIENNE: Rod, the Moon revolves around the 
Earth, and neither you nor I ignited this blaze 
beneath its blue heart. 


RODRIGO: Our love? Long years of an invincible 
inclination, like the Moon’s orbit around the 
Earth. It’s like your slenderness around my belly. 


VIVIENNE: No, Roy, it’s like around the Sun, 
like your pipe, your pipe lit for three days. 


RODRIGO: I feel it’s like a bottle of 40-degree 
alcohol. By the way, would you like a glass of 
Martell XO Cognac? 


VIVIENNE: Youw’re expensive, Rock, but no one 
rock and rolls like you. You filled the night when 
I was suffering through anguished moments, 
moments when I was still burning with pain 
from other times, times as hard as this “material 
Boliviano”. 


RODRIGO: I’ve never asked you for anything, 
but you subdue me; you know exactly how to 
corrupt me. By the way, the bed frame from 
"Rattania GmbH" is extraordinary; we can keep 
everything underneath. It’s our spaceship. 


VIVIENNE: It wasn’t easy to replace the old one 
from "Staging Factory." I always hit my head on 
it, and the texture was a bad trip. It was 
impressive to see you lift it in three moves; when 
I rented this flat, I saw four people carrying it up. 


RODRIGO: Our loneliness weighs more, but 
with rock and roll, time feels lighter. 


VIVIENNE: My Ruy has the strength of four men 
and the belly of ten. Nothing fills you up, in that 
we're so alike. 


RODRIGO: No one cooks it like you do. 
VIVIENNE: Thank you for recognising my talent, 
dear Rodrigo. I spent a few months with many 


bitter days in this room, getting high alone. 


RODRIGO: Why are drugs and alcohol our 
sacred bread and wine? [...] 
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Reading with a 180-Degree Rotation 


Sleeping with another person is an act of mutual 
trust, but not disturbing their sleep is a true sign 
of respect. Several shoves and words roused me 
from my blurred vision. If I recall correctly, 
Vivienne started with a speech on silent 
feminism: *traviane, degenerane, depravane, 
rovinane, viziane, perversely, perversione, 
perversita, perverso, pervertine, pervertire, 
pervertito, pervertitore, pervicace.* I think 
she’s reading her *fashion magazine* upside 
down. She sent me to buy it the day before with 
a text message specifying, “Scarlett Johansson 
Harper’s Bazaar, UK, October 2013, 
buy.pay.home.” But she’s so peculiar that 
perhaps she has the ability to read the language 
of William Shakespeare with a 180-degree 
rotation and translate it into Dante Alighieri’s 
tongue. 


RODRIGO: Good morning, princess, why are 
you awake? It’s 11 in the morning, you always get 
up 3 hours after noon. [She didn’t answer my 
question] instead, she responded angrily, 
saying: I’m going to read you a very interesting 
article on jealousy. [I leaned over her slender 
arms to realise that a double-page spread of her 
favourite perfume was still upside down. All 
because I didn’t delete Ximena’s messages! ] 


RODRIGO: Go ahead, I'd like to hear it. What 
drug did she take while I was asleep? 


VIVIENNE: Is jealousy synonymous with love? 
Many people hold this mistaken belief, 
especially when the man only says, “You’re a 
very special friend to him.” Bravo! What’s the 
point of sleeping in the arms of someone who 
makes you feel secure if he’s dreaming of 
someone else? Take your parrot elsewhere. 


RODRIGO: What are you talking about, babe? 


VIVIENNE: Do you really want to know what the 
hell I’m talking about? 


RODRIGO: Yes, I don’t understand why you’re 
upset. 


VIVIENNE: Do you think ’m some Whore? ’ma 
drug addict, but I’m not stupid! 


RODRIGO: Babe, what’s wrong with you? [It’s 
true that when we’re in a relationship (no 
matter how free it is), we want to keep it. If we 
think we’re going to lose it, we get anxious; we’re 
afraid it might happen. But what happens with a 
jealous person with psychiatric disorders is that, 
constantly and without a real reason, they feel 
they own their friendships (few as they may be, 
to their misfortune), and any mention of 
another person makes them think that someone 
else is preferred and that they are losing the love 
of the person. | 


VIVIENNE: Who is the woman with an eye on 
her chest? 


RODRIGO: I don’t know; yow’re hallucinating. 
Take something to relax. 


VIVIENNE: What, do I need to wear a prisoner’s 
badge? 


RODRIGO: Seriously, if you’re upset because I 
drank your cognac, Ill pay you back. 


VIVIENNE: Where the hell do you know her 
from? 


RODRIGO: Who? [Following the beginning of 
the argument with my “decrepit model,” or the 
“walking skeleton” as Ximena called her after 
spying on us a few days ago, I felt like I had 
messed up. But wait, Ximena doesn’t have 
tattoos, so maybe Vivienne is having an anxiety 
attack because of her monthly detox.] 


VIVIENNE: I bet you like my friends... [anda 
rain of ‘snif, ‘sniff could be heard.] 


RODRIGO: Babe, I’m sorry, it won’t happen 
again. [Why am I apologising for something I 
didn’t do? ] 


VIVIENNE: Where were you last night? I called 
you twice, and you didn’t answer... [again, a rain 
of ‘snif, ‘sniff’ could be heard. ] 


RODRIGO: I was at Sanborns on Rio Tiber, 
check the receipt, babe, that’s where I bought 
your magazine. 


VIVIENNE: You didn’t have 30 seconds to send 
me a message all day? 


RODRIGO: Babe, I only think about you. [She 
looks at me with distrust and gets up. She walks 
towards the window while lighting a joint of 
laugh-inducing weed, takes a few puffs, and 
turns to accentuate that ‘I’m going to kill you, 
bastard’ look. | 


VIVIENNE: Why haven’t you changed your 
Facebook status from “single” to “ina 
relationship”? [Double doubt, Kristina Ananeva 
deleted me last month, so she’s not the problem 
either. ] 


So, who is the mysterious woman that’s making 
her so angry? I don’t know anyone with an eye 
on their chest. Well, that happened three years 
ago, but I never thought that such a unique 
woman, who caused my first fight with Vivienne, 
actually existed. The strange thing is that in my 
current dreams, that beautiful eye between a 
pair of breasts brings me comfort, peace, as if it 
were an Angel, a true Angel that shines brighter 
than the sun. An Angel of light with golden hair; 
if you could see her, you would surely fall in love 
with Her. But that woman is not for mortals like 
us. The Gods live among gods, and humans can 
only receive mercy from them, and a few months 
ago, I found her again, I found the Goddess, to 
remember her divinity forever this time. 
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"Memory Lapses: 


RODRIGO: So could we say that I’m your first 
drug addict, or has someone else already dipped 
into your Crack cocaine? 


VIVIENNE: I was sixteen when they kicked me 
out of high school. Provincial studies aren't very 
intellectually stimulating, so the library - which 
my great-great-grandfather Adagny had built in 
the southeast wing of the mansion - was my 
refuge when I was punished. That's where I truly 
became a drug addict. 


RODRIGO: Didn’t you tell me before that your 
father drugged you at six years old to abuse you? 


VIVIENNE: Yes, but I didn't feel anything. He 
could never get an erection, and his limp, white, 
tasteless circumcised penis didn't smell like a 
man's, unlike yours. But wait, here's the 
interesting part. I didn't know that the bookcase, 
which had a replica of the serpent around the 
rod of Asclepius, was the key to knowledge. My 
hand, as if possessed by a devil, reached for the 
first book. Can you guess which one it was, my 
"Vin des Incas"? 


RODRIGO: One of Freud's, I'm sure... 


VIVIENNE: You've just earned my love and 
goodwill! That's right, "Uber Coca" by Sigmund 
Freud, 1885. But that's not all. After I finished 
reading it, I found another gem, "Coca: its 
physiological properties" by Walter Coles, 1883. 
So I asked one of my “Charrtia” servants to get 
me some high-quality product. That boy came 
from a family with a tradition of "Mal6n", which 
is a surprise attack or raid by Indians, a sudden 
treachery by savages who carried out "malones" 
to plunder settlements. So, in less than three 
days, I had enough product for my experiment. 


RODRIGO: I love the cold-hearted way you 
recount your life. It's a stark contrast to how hot 
you are in bed. 


VIVIENNE: That "little dark head" was the first 
guinea pig, fortunately for me. He was as modest 
as a schoolboy accustomed to annual first-prize 
victories. He was my age. I gave him so much 
cocaine in different forms and doses that I felt 
like a mother feeding her baby. Unfortunately, a 
violent death saved him from the poisoning of 
my vanity. He always wanted to make love to me, 
but I didn't feel like being intimate with anyone 
at that time. The "little dark head" had worked 
hard to please me, just as his father had with my 
mother, but he thought I would join my body 
with his. His father was my mother's lover. The 
day we parted, he said to me through tears, "The 
more you learn, the sooner you'll come back to 
me." My mother used to say that to her father. 
Every vacation season, this play seemed to be 
—written by Margaret Mitchell-. [...] 


[...]We white people like to enslave all races, but 
we only give our hearts to those who know how 
to tame us, to those who don't smell of fear, to 
those who cannot have more power than us." 
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LITERARY IMPRESSIONS 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo, have I already told you 
about the writing of the three metaphysical 
dramas I’m working on? 


RODRIGO: What do they essentially differ in? 


VIVIENNE: I won’t return to the defence of the 
great poets and supposed imitators of the first. 
IP’ll endeavour to highlight, both in content and 
form, the great philosophical and religious 
progress that these three poems, born, however, 
in very different eras, represent. I wish to write 
them. 


RODRIGO: With you, I feel like Faust. 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo, Goethe could see man only 
as a victim of fate. Whether he languished in 
ignorance or rose through science, man 
appeared to him as a plaything of passions and a 
victim of pride. 


RODRIGO: I’ve always wondered if Professor of 
Ecclesiastical Law Adam Weishaupt made 
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe doubt the power 
that the monarchy and the Church held in 
keeping the population subdued and deceived. 
Convinced that religious ideas were not solid 
enough to form the foundation of a world 
dominated by materialism. Perhaps that 
friendship between them led to their seeking 
another type of "enlightenment" that aligned 
with their ideas and allowed for practical 
application in real life. 


VIVIENNE: Don’t steal my ideas! Let me remind 
you, Rodrigo Enrique, that my family is from 
Germany, a Jewish family from Bavaria, for 
your information. 


RODRIGO: Yes, my love, your ideas are 
impossible for my aboriginal, cannibalistic, and 
satanic culture. 


VIVIENNE: That’s the spirit! A hot-blooded and 
obedient man, he only recognised one power in 
the universe: the inflexible reality. Goethe 
closed the century of Voltaire with a brilliance 
that eclipsed Voltaire himself. 


RODRIGO: My beautiful one, you truly 
understand what that work conveys. 


VIVIENNE: Thank you! If you weren’t poor, I’d 
marry you. I was speaking of Faust and 
comparing it with several of Voltaire’s writings, 
»an imagination of an entirely different nature; 
it’s not just the moral world as it is that’s 
annihilated in it, but hell is put in its place. 
There’s a power of witchcraft, a thought of an 
evil principle, an intoxication of wickedness, a 
madness of thought that makes one tremble, 
laugh, and cry all at once. 


RODRIGO: Does it seem that, for a moment, the 
governance of the earth is in the devil’s hands? 
The very devil who created you. 


VIVIENNE: Of course, I am the daughter of the 
Prince of Darkness, because he is ruthless; we 
both laugh, for we humiliate all satisfied self- 
love; we make the weak cry because human 
nature is fragile and imperfect. Thus, seen from 
the depths of hell, it inspires painful pity in the 
fools who idolise idols of clay. One should 
believe neither in God! 


RODRIGO: You transform the passage 
beautifully and with great meaning. Goethe, 
being a disciple of Voltaire, surpasses him in the 
art of diminishing God and crushing man 
because Goethe possesses, more than Voltaire, 
science and lyricism, weapons more powerful 
than wit, to which he adds wit, the last sharp 
arrow that he directs against the poor patience 
of men. This is how he implants misery in man. 


VIVIENNE: It’s true that Goethe is considered a 
great poet, and to deny it would seem 
blasphemous. However, in the ideas we have of 
an ideal poet, Goethe would be more of a great 
artist; for we cannot conceive of a poet without 
enthusiasm, without belief, or without passions, 
and Goethe’s power, acting in the absence of 
these poetic elements, is one of those isolated 
prodigies that propel talent more than ideas. 


RODRIGO: I don’t know if Goethe is the true 
father of this theory, or if you, Vivienne 
Wimmler, in your infinite wisdom, are the 
mother who debates it and is so misunderstood 
by both sides—the art for art's sake. When the 
superior art is that of the regime in power, then 
in my third-world country, art can be in the 
hands of any idiot, even if they know neither 
theory nor practice. 


VIVIENNE: There are no artists anymore since 
the Industrial Revolution entered its phase of 
computers and mobile phones. Those artists 
were so powerful that only their flaws could be 
imitated, and by following their example and 
making art for art’s sake, their idolaters have 
come to contribute nothing to the cultural 
memory of the 21st century. 


Villa Valentine: 


RODRIGO: My love, if one day you don’t return, 
what’s the name of your private villa where you 
live? 


VIVIENNE: “Villa Valentine”. You’d have to 
arrive by plane; the plane creates a barrier so 
that not just anyone can reach my paradise. 


RODRIGO: And then, which way do I walk? 


VIVIENNE: The southeastern part of the 
Wimmler mansion is particularly picturesque. 
The main road, which runs from “Teniente Luis 
Candelaria” International Airport to “Bariloche 
Valle Escondido”, is lined with the most sublime 
landscapes—beautiful Swiss-style chalets on one 
side and the “Rio Negro” on the other—making it 
difficult for the ordinary traveller to suspect the 
beauty of the surrounding scenery. But if a 
traveller, in search of shade and silence, were to 
take one of the winding, cobblestone lanes that 
open onto the road at every turn, they would 
soon discover fresh, tranquil landscapes, lush 
green meadows, melancholic streams, and an 
urban setting teeming with native trees. 


RODRIGO: I can already imagine you riding and 
lashing your workers—how thrilling! 


VIVIENNE: The unique environmental setting of 
this city, characterised by its temperate climate 
and fertile soil, fosters the presence of cherry 
trees, rowan trees, and weeping fig trees. If one 
were to spot the spire of a small church behind 
the cattle on the hill, a few steps later, they 
would discover a bell tower covered with mossy 
tiles, some scattered cottages surrounded by 
orchards and oak groves, a stream with a bridge 
made of three beams, a square acre cemetery 
enclosed by a living hedge, four willow-like oaks 
in tiers, and a ruined tower. 


RODRIGO: I thought your house was like 
arriving at a 16th-century castle, a replica ofa 
medieval mansion. 


VIVIENNE: No, you idiot, you’re too high! This is 
what we call a village in the countryside. There’s 
nothing like the serenity of this undiscovered 
rural area. Neither luxury, nor the arts, nor the 
learned obsession with research, nor the 
hundred-armed monster known as industry has 
penetrated here. 


RODRIGO: Your library must be a temple of 
knowledge... 


VIVIENNE: Of course, it was my refuge... 
Revolutions have barely been felt there, and the 
last war, of which the land bears an 
imperceptible trace, was the one known as the 
*Roca Plan*, which was to be carried out in two 
stages: a general offensive over the territory 
between the south of “Buenos Aires” Province 
and the “Rio Negro”, and a coordinated march 
of several army divisions to converge near the 
present-day city of “Bariloche”. 


RODRIGO: So, do you have unique books? 


VIVIENNE: Of course, you idiot! Jesuits and 
Masons—the books have leather covers. In one 
of those, I read that in July 1878, the plan to 
reach Chile by dispossessing the indigenous 
people was underway; however, the outcome 
remained so uncertain and so faint that, if you 
asked the locals, they’d tell you that these things 
happened at least two thousand years ago; for 
the main virtue of this race of peasants is their 
indifference when it comes to antiquities. You 
can wander their estates, pray before their 
saints, drink from their wells, without ever 
risking hearing the obligatory “chronicle or 
legends of Calfucura, his son Namuncurda, and 
his brave warriors Cachul, Catriel, Caupan, 
and Carumil”. 


RODRIGO: Why do you call us *Indians* when 
we’re more American than you? 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo Enrique, first turn your 
country into a military, industrial, nuclear, and 
intellectual power! I’ve already told you that ’m 
a German Jew, and we’re only in America 
because we don’t like the horrid climate of the 
Dead Sea. 


Samding 


Dorje 


Phagmo 


"She embarks on a pilgrimage to the Tsari region, to the sacred 
mountain of the same name, which is said to be the abode of 
Vajravarahi."” 


Vivienne Wimmler. 


“Great, it’s eleven o’clock! It’s no longer time to 
be freeloading; are you planning on getting up 
today?” said the nanny, entering her pupil’s 
room with the alert demeanour of someone for 
whom sleep was a necessary evil to be endured 
and overcome as quickly as possible. 


“Why should I?” Vivienne replied, turning her 
face away from the light that flooded the room 
as Mitra drew back the curtains and opened the 
window. 


“Why should you? What a question, unless 
youw’re completely worn out. Yesterday, I feared 
you’d suffer from going on tour, and my 
predictions are rarely wrong.” 


“I’m not suffering for any reason, and your 
prediction has failed this time. I’m just tired of 
everyone and everything, and I see nothing 
worth getting up for. So, [ll stay here until I do. 
Please, draw the curtain and leave me alone.” 
Mitra had lowered her voice to that ominous 
tone so irritating to the nervous, ill, or insane. 
She brushed her arm impatiently across her 
eyes as she spoke sharply. “There’s nothing, 
neither dry nor fresh, worth getting up for,” 
Vivienne cried out, like a maddening echo. 


“Come on, girl, there are hundreds of nice things 
to do if you just thought about it. Pull yourself 
together, everything will be fine. I know you’re 
feeling down and worn out, but you’re still sharp. 
Eat something; I’ve made you croissants filled 
with ‘Black Pork’ ham and ‘Patagonzola’ cheese, 
country bread toast with a side of cream cheese 
and homemade red berry jam—a Patagonia 
speciality. I’ve also got toasted white bread with 
acorn-fed ham and Gruyére cheese from the 
Alps, along with your ‘kopi luwak’ coffee and 
‘Villavicencio’ still mineral water.” 


“I’m not hungry; just give me a dry toast and 
pass me the bottle—I’m parched. Don’t sweet- 
talk me, we both know each other too well! No, 
I’m not getting up for that.” 


“Then stay home and sleep. I’ll buy the 
collections, newspapers, and magazines of the 
‘Paris Fashion Week: Spring Summer 20193’ at 
the kiosk, or would you rather I leave you alone 
to sniff in peace and savour greedily?” Mitra 
seemed triumphant, but my beloved Vivienne 
Wimmler was not a ‘reasonable person’ and 
continued with her discouraging, petulant tone. 


“I’m tired of middleman products. I think Ill 
start copying the civet’s technique from the 
source and production process. Just as this 
gourmet coffee is made from coffee cherries that 
have reached optimal ripeness after being 
digested by the civet, I think I should collect my 
urine and excrement so my digestive system can 
modify the enzymes. Can you imagine the price I 
could sell my own ‘C17H22N04+Cl-’ with a 
designation of origin?” After a sip of coffee, the 
dehydration began to ease. It’s important to get 
enough liquid during and between meals. 
Appetite usually returns during rehydration. My 
beloved addict tended to overeat, especially if 
she’d been taking stimulants for several days, so 
her appetite was focused on calorie-rich foods 
with little nutritional value, like the ones Mitra 
had brought on a silver ‘Barker Ellis’ serving 
tray from Birmingham, England. Even though 
the ‘demitasse’ cup and saucer, hand-painted in 
Holland, ‘Floral Delft Blue and White Dutch 
Espresso Cup’, bore deep bites—a consequence 
of the lack of negative alchemy made in Bolivia 
and cut with aspirin.” 


Mitra leaned against the 'Savoir Beds' post, her 
face anxious with contemplation until a 
desperate hope made her exclaim, “Walter and I 
are going to “Galeria del Sol”. We’re going to 
pick up a few things. It’s Sunday, and we want to 
spend the rest of the day away from the mansion. 
A new maid arrived on Monday, she’s from 
Mexico, and has been instructed to wait by the 
door for your orders. She’s dressed in green, an 
adult woman, and infertile. 


I can’t do as I please anymore! Now, the 
presence of a new employee comes to ruin 
everything, everything, everything. Hasn’t 
Great-Grandfather Adagny stopped giving 
orders from the 'Cryonics Institute’? I hate 
having my freedom and solitude spoiled! I don’t 
know her, nor doI care to, even if she’s in the 
service of the family, Arthur Dietrich, or George 
Nicolaus. New people always disappoint me, 
especially if I’ve heard them praising Uncle 
Adolf since I was born. I’m not getting up for 
some cannibal Aztec, even if she brings “Maria 
Sabina’s” sacred mushrooms, so that bait won’t 
work! 


The gunslinger and chauffeur Walter smiled 
involuntarily at his mistress’s defeat, but Mitra 
resorted to her final tactic. At moments like this, 
she would usually show a determined 
expression. She took out her Round Floral 
'Chatelaine' with a pendant of a hidden 
miniature spoon made of gold and engraved 
silver, from which she extracted a microdose of 
LSD. She presented it to Vivienne with a look 
that was half mocking, half authoritative. “I'll 
leave you in peace if you take this. It’s so 
hallucinogenic that instead of tiring you, it'll 
give you all sorts of fantasies. You'll eventually 
drift into a peaceful sleep, and when you wake 
up, you'll be ready to rise like a civilised being. 
Take it, dear girl; and Ill be satisfied. 


Vivienne accepted the microdose with a docile 
expression, laughing like a wilful child. It was a 
family habit, as Mitra’s older sister had also 
been the nanny to her mother—who died under 
strange circumstances. “I’ve taken it, so you may 
be satisfied. Have the new maid prepare my bath, 
I want to swim with Poseidon. Then she can 
manage my chaos. I suppose she already knows 
what to throw away and what not? My nanny, my 
dear nanny, always comforting me.” 


"Very well. I’m going to call Sofia because ’m 
certain you'll know how to handle her. You’re 
the pupil I’m tasked with preparing to fulfil our 
destiny. I'll tell her to act as she sees fit and to 
know that being with you is like talking to the 
wind. To reason with you, one must be equally 
as perverse.” Once Walter had left, Mitra 
frowned and called Sofia. Vivienne appeared 
outwardly calm, but Mitra knew she was hurt, 
and with one of the sudden impulses that often 
overtook her, her frown softened into a smile as 
she drew her pupil close and kissed her with the 
utmost affection. 


“Dear Mitra, I’ll never behave well, and you 
know it. In time, Pll marry whoever you choose 
for me. But for now, I’m tired and angry, so let 
me step aside from everyone and seek a cheerier 
mood. I only want solitude, a plunge into water, 
and to feel the kiss of death on my lips.” Sofia 
immediately handed her mistress the salmon- 
coloured robe embroidered in Art Deco style. 
The new maid did everything she was asked. 
Thus, Vivienne set about trying to resolve the 
concerns that stood as obstacles to her 
happiness. Once the bathroom door was closed, 
Vivienne let out a long sigh of relief and, 
crossing her arms under her head, sank into the 
waters scented with Dead Sea bath salts, 
champagne, and strawberries. Her journey 
would take her beyond the land of dreams, 
where weariness is unknown. Throughout the 
long spring morning, she remained immersed in 
an enlightening voyage of wakefulness and 
connection to the original consciousness, 
forgetting the world around her until her maid 
knocked on the door. 


However, before she could say a word, Vivienne, 
recognising the three short knocks, three long 
knocks, and three short knocks, achieved 
integration—the so-called “ego dissolution” 
associated with LSD, a sense of universal 
connection with everything and everyone. That’s 
why I’m able to narrate this, as those of us who 
have experimented with the compound share a 
very special connection with the primordial 
consciousness. When we reunite physically, we 
feel as if we fit together with one of our many 
complements.” 


Vivienne was unaware of the brain's 
reconnection process during the trip. Although 
she was a faithless user of LSD, for the first time, 
she experienced unknown phenomena in which 
her senses became distorted. She noticed that 
she had lost her sense of body and was merging 
with her surroundings. 


In this state, the information her eyes received 
was being processed at the back of her skull, in 
the visual cortex. With her eyes closed, she 
began to see a painting of the battle between 
Archangel Michael and the rebellious angels. 
She had no idea how she entered the painting, 
but she felt one half of her body warm and the 
other half cold, just like the two groups of 
angels: the rebels and those who remained loyal 
to God. There was a significant distinction 
between the two groups, aside from their 
positions in the painting. It was perhaps an 
older depiction than the 'Leang Tedongnge' cave 
in southern Sulawesi. 


Regarding the demons, she often said that their 
leader was a short, pot-bellied man with ochre 
skin, small, wild eyes, strong legs, and thin arms. 
He was ragged and odourless, with large feet 
and a strikingly beautiful, thick, and long 
phallus, with pronounced veins, which 
remained erect throughout the battle until he 
finally subdued Archangel Michael. 


As for Archangel Michael, she knew more 
details: he was tall, almost as tall as she was. He 
had strong legs ending in platform stilettos, a 
broad waist, and large, well-proportioned 
buttocks. He, too, had a massive phallus that 
hung down to his knee, but it was flaccid, likely 
due to its size and thickness. His waist was tiny, 
with ribs visible under his skin, and his breasts 
were enormous and beautiful; she even felt a 
desire to nurse herself. Between his navel and 
the xiphoid process of his sternum, he hada 
tattoo shaped like a pyramid. From the pyramid 
extended horns like those of Cernunnos, and at 
the centre, the Eye of Horus stood out from the 
rest of his body markings, as his skin was white. 
His arms were strong, adorned with many 
yellow bracelets, his neck long and thick, 
covered by a choker shaped like a crescent moon. 
His face was beautiful, defined, and feminine, 
with full, purple lips, an upturned nose that 
hinted at high social status, and enormous, 
beautiful grey eyes. But he was bald, like those 
witches who shave their heads to sever their 
connection with the earth. The brain changes 
underlying the profound alteration of 
consciousness induced by 'C20H25N30' are 
sometimes compared to those seen in 
schizophrenia or mystical experiences. Although 
our brain is typically composed of independent 
networks that perform specialised functions 
separately—such as vision, movement, hearing, 
and attention—among others, it is personal 
desires that remove the censorship, allowing for 
the construction of hallucinations that might be 
part of reality on other planes.” 


"Overhydration occurs when the body takes in 
more water than it expels. After consuming 
water and coffee and submerging herself in the 
bathtub, it wasn’t until the afternoon that the 
convulsions began, during which unusual 
amounts of liquid escaped from her mouth and 
nose. As she drowned, her body was deprived of 
oxygen, which could have damaged her organs, 
particularly the brain. However, with LSD, the 
separation of functions breaks down, and the 
brain can be forced to become more unified and 
integrated. At that moment, Vivienne developed 
the ability to overcome the coma state. She may 
have associated the altered state of 
consciousness with one of the effects 
experienced by users of various drugs: the 
dissolution of the EGO and SELF. In this sense, 
the perception of self fades and is replaced by a 
reconnection with others and the world around 
her. 


But the battle between good and evil wasn’t all 
there was. Surrounding the bathtub, designed by 
the British designer Nigel Fenwick and crafted 
from petrified wood, was a sound system with a 
Pro-Ject Audio Systems A1 Automat Line 
turntable, connected to a PM14S1 SE integrated 
amplifier, and eight Sonus Faber speakers. 
Herms Niel’s 'Das Engellandlied' played as 
sunlight streamed through a window with the 
Same specifications as those in the 
‘Kehlsteinhaus’. During this auditory experience, 
Vivienne found a path to religion and 
spirituality as the drug’s effects gradually faded 
throughout the day. While playing with the 
healing water, several eyes emerged from the 
palms of her hands, allowing her to see, from 
the memory of the water, the door ofa 
monastery with its rock columns atop an ice 
tower rising about 4,900 metres into the sky. 
She raised her hands to wash her face, and the 
eyes saw a smiling Buddhist monk, prompting 
her to say:** 


‘Tam home. In my paradise.‘ 


"She continued her journey through a classroom 
where young novice monks were being 
instructed. After closing the door behind her, 
she entered a grand hall with a dome larger than 
that of the Selimiye Mosque, designed by the 
great architect Sinan. The hall was illuminated 
by thousands of candles, and in the centre, 
sitting on a carpet made from the skin of the 
leader of the demons, was Samding Dorje 
Phagmo. She had the same innocent face as the 
Archangel Michael and was the firstborn in a 
line of female lamas; she is the one who holds 
the answers to the questions that need not be 
spoken: 


"Travel on a pilgrimage to the region of Tsari, by 
the sacred mountain of the same name, said to 
be the abode of Vajravarahi.' 


Samding Dorje Phagmo swiftly extended her fist, 
rotating it and opening her hand, from which 
Saturn emerged. The planet began to enlarge, 
causing the hexagon to form a high latitudinal 
gradient in the speed of the atmospheric winds, 
which absorbed Vivienne and pulled her away 
from the monastery. Without needing to part 
her plump purple lips, Samding Dorje Phagmo 
produced a sound: 


"Iam David, King David. You will have to say it 
to end the journey.’ 


Shared Dreams, 19/09/2013 


That woman bears marks that are scars 

They are vivid paintings that convey her sweet 
scent in my state of eternal agony 

A wicked woman, so cruel that she materialises 
into delicate butterflies 

I cannot catch them, for Iam mesmerised by 
their infernal fluttering 

Malevolent woman with a childlike face 

She rides a turtle to gaze upon her wealth, 
stretching to the infinite sea of my devotion 

A woman marked with seals of celestial 
protection 

Do not worry; thirteen spectres drag me to the 
abyss where my father eagerly awaits to 
humiliate me 

How delightful is the scent of death when my 
body is bruised! 


I never knew shared dreams existed, that two 
people could dream the same thing due to the 
strong bond that unites them in an incoherent, 
non-lucid dream, where each person reveals 
events. Shared dreams go far beyond any 
rational explanation; they are an experience of 
our being. Among addicts, the dream may be one 
of the most important factors. That day, I woke 
up at 9 in the morning, puzzled by the dream I 
had, so I decided to write down what I 
remembered and turn it into a sort of narration 
in the form of free verse poetry. My life is 
routine and unhealthy; if it weren’t for alcohol, 
drugs, and the books I pawn (never to repay) 
from my weed-smoking friends in the Faculty of 
Philosophy and Letters at UNAM, it would be 
utterly boring. You dress, have breakfast, and as 
always, go to work—a mediocre job where no 
one cares about your emotional health, much 
less your mental state. It’s like a behavioural 
study centre to see how far human beings will go 
to humiliate themselves for a salary. I was 
casually talking with a friend amidst the calls in 
a vulgar call centre, when suddenly, you realise 
you've shared exactly the same script, the same 
details, the same customers as every day. But 
that dream, with the same beginning and similar 
outcome, the same scenes, and even the similar 
emotional intensity, haunted me with every call, 
making it seem as though, for the first time, I 
might reach the end of my shift without souring 
my existence. 


While waiting for the metro bus, I remembered 
that the brain’s sleep regulation systems are 
affected by any form of drug consumption, 
alcohol, sex, and continuous late nights. I’m 
destroying myself, that is to say, ’mjusta 
replaceable cog in a machine. And like any cog, I 
need to grease myself to keep going, so to break 
the monotony of every day, I headed to make a 
stop at the spot to catch up with Lorna, give her 
a few kisses because by this time of night she’s 
already high on inhalants, Rohypnol pills, and a 
‘Paris by night'—a concoction transgender 
women prepare with a 2-litre bottle of Coke 
emptied on the ground and mixed with a bottle 
of Torres 10 brandy. If my girl’s not there, 
maybe Isis or Giovanna will be, so I can offer 
them some powder and get a little extra of crack 
in return, to smoke while they give me oral sex. 
But it takes me so long to fall asleep Clatency) 
that sometimes it happens that I fall asleep 
without realising it. So, I woke up somewhere 
around La Raza. At least those 33 minutes 
helped me recover some of the quantity and 
quality of sleep I’ve missed. It’s already dawn, 
and I’m still walking down Robles Dominguez 
Avenue, where I’ve got friends too, but I don’t 
know why, with a full moon, there’s no one 
around. Maybe they’re already working in the 
area’s hotels, so I’ll have to go out later to find 
someone who’s flush to give me a hand and keep 


the party going. 


I turn right onto Avenida Misterios, but it’s 
empty too. Where is everyone, and why have 
they left me alone? I keep heading south, 
passing by Soriana and the old train tracks near 
the Harinera. On the opposite corner, devotees 
of Santa Muerte give thanks for favours received 
in the alley of 'El Trancazo’, as the scent of a 
homeless person begins to fill the air from the 
VIPS car park that exits onto Calzada de 
Guadalupe. But that stench isn’t from my 
Monsters or the 'Draculinas Shemales From 
Outta Space Of Death'. Tonight, I’m in for a fight 
with a taxi driver who’s parked in the area 
reserved for customers who don’t make 
purchases at such an old establishment, as it’s 
not open 24 hours. So here I am, witnessing the 
usual scene of taxi drivers ferrying blondes at 
night, offering them a bit of alcohol and then 
expecting free favours. I’ll have to teach him a 
lesson—how dare he touch my merchandise (I 
thought of Vanesa), or that of the other pimps, 
without giving anything in return? I hear the 
blonde crying, which pisses me off, so I run 
towards the driver’s side, picking up two rocks 
left from an unfinished wall. The taxi driver’s 
threats are clear: I’d get a beating and a sexual 
assault if I didn’t pay the fare. The blonde went 
into a state of shock and started kicking the taxi 
doors. A neighbour must have alerted the local 
police, so the taxi driver decided to leave when 
he saw me determined to claim the woman—not 
out of fear of the Maruca gang; they’re just 
mules who’ll only ask for money for a drink. I 
approach the blonde and offer her two things, a 
cigarette and a drink to ease the bad moment. 


Minutes later, as we walk through the VIPS car 
park across from the Sodoma and Gomorra 
guesthouse, she tells me what happened. 


"Some Monsters intercepted her as she left the 
Yak. It happened at night—the victim, a 23-year- 
old woman, was leaving the gambling club on 
Avenida Misterios with two new friends who had 
appeared after seeing her magical hands turn 
coins into bills. They told her about a freshly 
cooked score and that they would take her down 
the yellow brick road to see the Wizard of Oz at 
his castle on Calle Libertad. But then three 
Monsters armed with weapons appeared and 
forced them back into the building and towards 
the car park. There, they took around 40,000 
pesos hidden under her right breast and, from 
under the left, her mobile phone. They used her 
phone to call a man they had been studying for 
weeks—a man desperate for a carnal encounter 
with her: ‘Tell him to come urgently!’ they 
ordered. As soon as the man entered the car 
park, he was beaten down, and they stripped 
him of his gold chains, one of which held a 
centenario altered with diamonds forming a 
dollar sign—a fetish that even the finest Mochica 
artisans couldn’t have imagined, such was its 
talent and imagination. Though I’ve always 
thought that money doesn’t give you class or 
style; what gives you style and class is education. 


Two of the Monsters, with the help of the new 
friends, loaded the man, now reduced to minced 
meat, into their Ford Lobo with a tiger-skin- 
covered dashboard. The man, who had been 
summoned for a session of bone realignment, 
was tied up and locked in the tool compartment. 
Since not everything in life is violence, they 
decided to listen to Mariano Osorio’s audiobook, 
How Much Is Your Time Worth, Dad? After 
stripping him of his dignity, they attempted to 
sexually assault the blonde. The criminals, 
wearing latex gloves the entire time, tied her up 
with adhesive tape, setting her up for a sequence 
of horror and violence. They covered her mouth 
to prevent her from screaming for help. They 
became enraged when, after undressing her, 
they were hit by the stench of sweat and the 
remnants of faeces mixed with the reek of three 
days’ worth of urine—the Princess of Daddy had 
not stopped working her arm, making bets. The 
smell was so repulsive that they decided to lock 
her in the car park’s bathroom. Disgusted, they 
slapped her a few times, leaving her 
unconscious. Afterwards, the assailants left the 
scene, abandoning the unfortunate woman in 
the darkness of the night. 


He woke up with his leggings pulled down and 
his underwear around his knees. She was 
terrified, crying, with severe back pain and the 
beginnings of withdrawal symptoms. Several 
hours later, when she managed to free herself 
from the bindings, she saw a light flickering on 
the floor; it was her mobile device. She tried to 
make a call for help, but she didn’t realise that 
all of Mexico is Telcel territory. Her device, 
which had at least been saved, had no signal— 
not that the model mattered much, but she 
needed it to call her dealer. She walked towards 
the train tracks, and a taxi driver offered to take 
her home. According to the Blonde’s account, 
the taxi driver initially seemed friendly, but then 
he began demanding money and became violent. 


*Draculinas Shemales From Outta Space Of 
Death* is the second volume of the series: 
*Consuetudinario + Transcripciones*. 
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We're definitely high now! 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo, have I told you about the 
book I'm writing? 


RODRIGO: No, I didn’t know you had a talent for 
writing. 


VIVIENNE: Here is another novel that will 
probably be received as all my others have been, 
as all novels generally are: *What does this 
prove?* There’s a certain kind of reader who 
gets irritated with an author who doesn’t 
communicate directly. But then, there’s another 
kind who sees an argument in every detail, a 
demonstration in every denunciation, and who, 
in the end, get angry at the conclusion they 
attribute to the author. But we know that only 
those who truly love the art of reading will 
bother with it. Most people read very little, and 
when they do, it's mostly sensationalist 
literature or a rehash of some old book that 
perhaps wasn’t successful. 


RODRIGO: I think you should first consider that 
both types of readers are rooted in this prejudice, 
deeply embedded in the history of the arts, that 
novels must provide a conclusion to the ideas 
they present and prove something. It has never 
occurred to me to ask anything of the sort from 
works of art or architecture, which is why I’ve 
never imposed such a demand on myself. 
However, today, I feel it’s only fair to respond to 
this unjust objection—not necessarily in my own 
defence, since it’s quite possible that my 
inability to reach a conclusion only reveals my 
impotence—but rather in defence of the novel 
itself. 


VIVIENNE: From fairy tales to high drama, we 
love to see vice punished and virtue rewarded. I 
admit that I like it too, but unfortunately, it 
proves nothing, neither in a fairy tale nor ina 
drama. When vice isn’t punished in a book or on 
stage—something as true in real life as the 
opposite—it doesn’t prove that vice is tolerable 
or should go unpunished. 


RODRIGO: When virtue in literary fiction isn’t 
rewarded more than it often is in reality, if the 
author had intended to demonstrate such 
enormity, they would have only proven one 
thing: that the world is very unjust and 
somewhat absurd. What is the fable of a novel, a 
tragedy, any narrative? It is the true or fictitious 
tale of a fall, a narrative. 


VIVIENNE: This is what I call the novel of the 
novel. Whether the good triumphs in the end 
over the bad, whether the wicked devour the just, 
whether the widow becomes a bride or dies of a 
broken heart, whether the traitor is hanged or 
sent to the galleys, whether the virtuous are 
rewarded by society or by the simple testimony 
of their conscience—I confess that I don’t really 
care, as long as their existences are connected 
and exposed in a way that interests me to the 
core. 


RODRIGO: I would find myself too simple if I 
waited for the author’s whim to decide what is 
true and false in nature, what is just and unjust 
in society. If the ship that carried Virginia had 
not sunk in port, would it prove that chaste love 
is always crowned with happiness? And if that 
wretched, dark ship with its interesting heroine 
had reached its destination, would it prove that 
true lovers never suffer? What does the tale of 
Paul and Virginie prove? It proves that youth, 
friendship, love, and the beauty of tropical 
nature are all wonderful things when Bernardin 
de Saint-Pierre tells and describes them. 


VIVIENNE: Rodrigo, you’re like Faust. If Faust 
hadn’t been dragged down and defeated by the 
devil, would it prove that passions are weaker 
than wisdom? Or that the devil is stronger than 
the philosopher? What does this prove, Faust? It 
proves that wit, poetry, human emotions, 
fanciful images, deep, graceful, or terrible ideas 
are all beautiful things when Goethe paints a 
moving and sublime picture of them. 


RODRIGO: Vivienne, you’re like the tempting 
devil. We would lose the most beautiful pages of 
so many masterpieces, but there would be 
neither one more proof nor one fewer, nor a 
conclusion lost or found in these intellectual 
concepts. 


VIVIENNE: That’s why I find criticism ridiculous 
when it tries to force fantasy to be a conclusive 
demonstration. I want us to be allowed to 
express our views as much as we please, but I 
don’t want those who struggle with or share our 
feelings to demand that our feelings be 
considered when choosing one fact over another. 
I don’t want some to shout at us: *The 
conclusion is avoided!* and others to shout after 
us: *The conclusion is criminal!* 


RODRIGO: Ill write a novel titled *The Unusual 
Adventures of Rodrigo Granda and His 
Diabolical Majesty Vivienne Wimmler in the 
Samaritan Forest of Prostitutes,* a novel in 69 
acts where the seducer isn’t punished. 


VIVIENNE: We're definitely high now, Rodrigo 
Enrique! Some would say: *Look at the 
immorality! They wanted to show that 
scoundrels are always loved and triumphant.* 
And we'll write a novel for television and cinema, 
where the betrayed husband dies of grief. Some 
would say: *Look at the insolence! They claim 
that all husbands should let themselves die of 
grief.* According to my whim at the moment, 
I’ve created at least twenty different endings, 
and for a hundred who heard malice in our 
words, there were at least twenty contradictory 
solutions. 


RODRIGO: All proved too much for some; none 
proved enough for others. I confess that this 
convinced me more and more that the essence, 
the fact, and the very nature of the novel consist 
in telling a story from which everyone must 
draw their own conclusion. 


Confessions of a Psychonautical Couple 


The ritual to induce an alternate state 


Index: 


"When Consciousness Sleeps: A Coma 
SCENE 2. 

Toxicomania, Subject, Phallic Enjoyment, 
Personal Journey 


Fire and Storm 
27 


Reading with a 180-Degree Rotation 
"Memory Lapses: 
LITERARY IMPRESSIONS 


Villa Valentine 
47 


Vivienne Wimmler 


Shared Dreams, 19/09/2013 
67 


Were definitely high now! 


54 


75 


Other publications related to this 
hardback personal notebook. 


Miki ya 


os d 
° tee pte oe ostee "s gete ee , = y = \ 
bc eri —_ | )- 
3333 sc, ate ee | i 


hall sinthymos 


' me Medic roup Inc. | © 2014024 


3 > ~ 
turas / Transgresoras 


( 


Phanerothyme Media Group Inc. | © 2014-2024 


mind -control project 


1 
Phaneinthymos ae 


+ 
* — 
y 


> 2° i ‘ 
Li- TRAD 

a Al “ ‘ a r in 
We MYAL OF RADICAL® Possibilities 
a 


> Ff... 
Ff loading our identity into a 
iltiple gender and sexuality. 


Way 


4 


95) Obupey Asesqr reuoss 


Ef 0, Volume 0 
September 23, 2023 


c 


Phaneinthymos 


City of Mexico Corporation, 


Ex Typographia Phaneinthymos. 
X mai MMXXIV 


Cr bre y Pasian Jeers t 
bia Nal Lys) Priigilibectert thy: 
a 830 1 | Pihie 
ef we, SDA fe) alg ols abe; 
Oe uit, eA fuuby 
US sb sbalg fen! Agin crocus ‘ 
Tt fep WIA Sir Df eb fig A, 


bP src se 2 pag 9 ae 
hse es ft Asete Iie Bs 3 } 
q pilas's eae yy 9h ly utp 
Pseetemr yl. py furore 
Sb fers Pree serious ye Uy, 
MB oTfigcibs 1 p62 haetih 
Nd inesteiSeihs, In WAS Sto 


Po hab inky Pesilat esr se 
in SIP fob either rth, 
igh ye =U ek Ltd 
mec S hi A Glee) alps obs, 
Oe git aby Aw fuuby 
Ui basbelghe Agincrcéus . 
TEsey WIFE Df eh fig cM, 


Sethi sce se 2 crt 3 ae LI 
eS Si (thEete aes 1 F345 ; 
i) pilas's eae yy, 9h ly Puta 
Ps 24 Tdi, py Surcir 7 
Sb fers free pri cust ye Uy 
en fincab sr D6 rerathld 
yo! ida Mis: te NaiiSs, Loe if? ee 


Creative Writer: 
Granda’s skills as 
a creative writer 
enable him to 
craft engaging 
narratives, 
whether through 
prose, poetry, or 
other forms of 
written 
expression. His 
bibliophilic 
background 
informs his 
writing, imbuing his stories with rich, 
layered storytelling and a profound 
understanding of literary techniques. 
This aspect of his identity highlights his 
ability to convey complex ideas and 
emotions through the written word. 


@RODRIGOGRANDAMX 


Transhumanist: Embracing 
transhumanism, Granda is an advocate 
for the enhancement of human 
capabilities through advanced 
technology. This forward-thinking 
philosophy likely influences his artistic 
and literary work, as he explores themes 
related to human evolution, the 
integration of technology with the 
human body, and the ethical 
considerations of such advancements. 
As a transhumanist, he is interested in 
the potential for technology to not only 
improve human life but also to 
fundamentally transform it. 


By intertwining these varied interests 
and roles, Rodrigo Granda, as 
Phaneinthymos, represents a unique 
fusion of intellectual curiosity, artistic 
creativity, and visionary thinking. His 
work, whether in literature, digital art, 
or philosophical exploration, reflects a 
dynamic and multifaceted approach to 
understanding and shaping the future. 
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f Manifes txt: CONSUETUDINARIO. 


There isa branch of Transhumanists 
particularly interested in the direct 
“Sapplitation of Physi¢s,-Chemistry, Biology, 
and Technology in relation to the Brain and 
emotions. Emotions stem from the Soul, and 
the “Soul” in the spiritual realm of Alchemy 
is Ipansmutation., Alchemists would 
transmute their Soul betore transmuting 
metals. Artists transter their emotions 
through their visual works. Philosophers 
transcribe their ideas through their voice, 
stored by some mechanical reproduction or 
electrical impulses. And you, what kind of 
Transhumanist are you? 
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Rodrigo Granda. 17 September 2020. Proudly 
born in The City of Mexico Corporation. 
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